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For no name fits thy nature but thy owne. 

Tam. Giue me thy poyniard,you dial know my boyes 
Your Mothers hand (hall right y our Mothers wrong. 

Deme. Stay Madam hecrc is more belongs to her, 
Firft thrafli the Come,then after burnc the ftraw: 

This Minion flood vpon her chaftity, 

Vpon her Nuptjal^yoWjhcr loyaltie. 

And with that painted hope,feranc s your Mightineflc, 
And (hall (he carry this vnto.bcr gvauc ? 

Chi. Andiffhedoe, te 

I would 1 were an Eunuch, , ,-i , . 

Draghenceherhusbandto:{omcfeciethplp,r[- ; . . 
And make hif.dead Trunke*PU]ow cp our lull. 

Tamo. But when ye haue, the J^py< we defirc, 

Let not this Wnfpequt n liue.vs>b$ch to fling. 

Chir. I warrant y ou M adam we will make that furc: 
Come Mifl&f^rtow perforce,we will enioy. 

That nice-prefymed hpnefly xfyotifs. :ur ...... 

Lasti. Oh 7k?zw4,choub^ar^Ta y/orrun face. 

Tamo. Lwihflot heart h?.r fpeake,axv ay vyithher. 
L*uj.. Swetfif4°f d? intrcft^gr hepre me but a word u 
Demtt. Llften/aircM^dfmjlctitheyqurglqxy 
To lee her tcares.^ut ^pyo^ jiatt to ; jC ; ; ; 

Asvnrelentingfiirtt tp drq£s,qf,r^ine,| ! , ri a> a’ Av 
Laai. Wb«p,$djthe Tigyps yqung-qnes tjAyh tup dam? 
O doe not lcanic her wratjj^icjaiighhit the?, 

The milke thou fuckfttTom hetdid xUtne tq. Marble, 
Euen at thy Teat thou had'ljk thy.Tyranny, .; 

Yeteuery Mother breeds not S.p.qne.s aijke^ . , 

Do thou intreat her {hew a w'pt^ah pitty;^ Sf ,-t 
Chiro. What, 

Would’ft tnouhaue meproiip piy fclfcabaftard ? 
haul. ’Tis true, 

The Rauen doth not hatch a Lark?, 

Yec haue I heard,OK couid 1 fiodc it now. 

The Lion mou d with pitty,dic^indure 
To haue his princely pawcs.paVd all avvay. 
j Some fay,thac Ranens fofter forlome children, 

The whil’lt them owne birds famifli in the'yinefls: 

•Oh be to me though thy hard, hart fay no, 

•Nothing fo kind but fomething pittifull, 

; Tamo. I kqownot what it meanes,avvay with her. 

I Laum, Oh Ictmctcachtnec for my Fathers fake, 

• That gaue thee life when well he m\ght haue flaine thee: 
Be not obduratfejopeh thy deafe eares. 

Tamo. Had’ft thou in perfon here offended me. 
i Euen for his fake am I pictileftc: 

; Remember Boyes I powr’d forth teares in vaine, 

To faue your brother from the iacrifke, 

: But fierce AndfonicM would not relent, 
i Therefore away with ficr.and v fe her as you will, 

‘ The worfe to her,the better lou’d of me. 

Lasts. G\\Tamora , 

Be call’d a gentle Qucene, 

And with tlitnc owne hands kill me in this place. 

For ’tis not Iifc.rhat I haue beg’d fo long, 

Poore I wa|ilatnc, when Tajfumu dy’d. 

Tatn. What beg’li thou then ? fond woman let me go ? 
haul. ’Tisjjieicnt death 1 beg,and one thing more, 
Thac womanhood'denies my tongue to tell :• 

Oh keepe me from their worfe then killing lull. 

And tumble me into fome loathfome pit. 

Where neuer mans eye may behold my body. 

Doe this,and be a charitable murderer. 

Tam. So fliould I rob my lwect Sonnes of their fee. 
No let them fatiffie their lufl on thee. 


Deme. Away, «—— 

F°t thou haft {laid vs heere too long, 

Lauinia. NoGarace, 

No womanhood ? Ah beaftly creature 
The blot and enemy to our ecnerall nanir 
Confufion fall— 

Chi. Nay then He flop your tnputh i : 

Bring thou her husband,' 

This is the Hole where Aaranbid v$ hi.de Sr 

Tam. Farewell my Sonnesjfee that youS 

Nete let my heart know merry cheereiodecd C 1Cfl “ r ' 
Till all th* jitifaoiiffti. benttfleaway-;., „f 
Now will I hence to feeke my.louely M me 

°' ur «' £ xi , 


And let my fplcencfull Sonnes this TruJbdefk 


Enter Aaron with twoofTitiuSooner 
Aron. Come on my Lords,the better footc b f 
Straight will-I bringyou to thefothfome pit C '° rc ' 

Where.! cfpi.eti the Panther faflafleepe. ' s * 

Quin. My fight is very dull what erdit bodes 
Marti. And mine 1 promife you,were it not f n ,k 
Well could 1 leauc our fpom© fleepe a while, dan,e ' 
ft/uiu. What art thou fallen ? .,. ’ 

What fubtile Hole is this, ' .‘j . 

Whofem uchiscouered with Rude groyvinoBrier 
Vpon whofc leaues are drops-ofnew-lhcd-blood ** 

As frefh as mornings dew diftfl’d on-flowdrs * 

A very facall place n feemes ro me: 

Speakc Broiher hali thou hurt thee with the fall * 

Af.irtitis. Oh Brother, 

With the dif nal’rt obieft 

That eucr eye with fighc made heart lament, 

Aron. Now will 1 fetch the King to find’e them heere 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle, 

How thefc were they that made away his Brother. 


Marti. Why doft not comfort me and hefpemem 
From this vnhallow’d and blood-flamed Hole? 

Quintiu. I am iurprifed with an vncouch fearc 
A chilling [west ore-run? my trembling loynts, * 

| iMy heart fuipe&s more then mine cie can fee. ' 
Marti, Toprouethou haft a true diuining heart, 
Aaron and thou looke downe into this den, ° 

And fee a fcarefull fight of blood and death* 

Quintus, Aaron is gone, 

And my compaflionate heart 

Will not permit njine eyes once to behold . 

The thing where at it trembles by furmife: 

Oh tell me how it i$,for nere till now 
Was I a child,to feare I know not what. 

Marti * Lord 'Bafjianw lies embrewed heere, 

AH on a heape like to the flaughtred Lambe, 

In this detefted, darke,biood-drinking pic* 

Qutn, Ifit bedarke,how doofi thou know'tis he? 
Mart. Vpon his bloody finger he doth wcare 
A precious Ring,that lightens all the Hole: 

Which like a Taper in fome Monument, 

Doth fhine vpon the dead mans earthly checkes, 

And fiiewes the ragged intrailcs of the pi t; 

So pale did fhine the Moone on Tiramusy 
When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden b lood: 

O Brother hclpe me with thy fainting hand. 

If feare hath made thee faint, as nice it hath, 

Out of this fell deuouring receptacle, 

As hatefull as Ocitiu miftic mouth. 

Quint. Reach me thy hand,that I may helps the* ott 


- „rflrengchto doe thee fo much good, 

0t plucktinto the fwallowing wombe, 

LfL Acrpcm^ooreTafsianurginue: 

Ofch^ ft‘ ren ,.,thtopUickechee to the brinkc. 

L^.Nor 1 no ftrength to clime without thy help. 
a - Thy hand onceroore,! will not loole againe, 
fr' ' avt heere alofc,or 1 below, 

T llu , n ’ft no tcomctome,rcometothee. Toths fall in. 

Enter the Emperostr , Aaron the (Moore 


ATht Tragedic of Titus <tAndronicus 


3?. 


Along with roe,He fee wlfu hole is heere, 
leapt into it. 


Saw- 

md v*hat he is that now is leapt into it. 
r . w ho art thou that lately did’fl defeend. 

Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Marti. ,.The vnhappie fonne of old Andrcntcfts, 

Brought hither in a mod vnluckie houre, 

Tofinde thy brother Bafsinrun dead. 

Sit»r. My brother dead? I know thou doft but ieft, 
Ujjnil his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

Vpon the North-fide of this nleafant Chafe, 
>X n otanhourefinceIleft him there. 

(jMarti. We know not w here you left him all aliue, 
But out alas,heere haue we found him dead. 

Enter Tumor a t Audior.icsu,.ani Lnctws , 

Tamo. Where is my Lord the King ? 

King. Heere Tamora, though gricu’d with killing griefe. 

Tam. Where is thy brother Bafsianua? 

JC/k<t.Now to the bottome doft thou fearch my wound, 
poor tTafsianus heere lies murthcred. 

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatall writ, 

The comploc of thistimelcffe Tragedie, 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 

Inpleafing (miles fuch murderous Tyrannic. 

Shegm'th Saturnine a Letter, 

Saturnintts reads the Letter . 

Adi free wife to meete him hanfome/j, 

Srnet huntfma i, BaJJianus ’tis we meane , 

Due thou fo much as dig the graue for him , 

Thou know'/} our meaning,looks for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: 

Thith oner-(hades the mouth of that fame pit, 

There we decreed to bury B'affianuss 

Doe this andpttrehafe vs thy Lift mg fiends. 

King. Oh Tamora, was euer heard the like ? 

Thisis the pit,and this the Elder tree, 

Lookc firs,if you can findc the huntfman out, 

Thatfhould haue murthcred Tafsiarws heere. 

Aron. My gracious Lord heere is the bag of Gold. 

King. Two ofthy whclpcs, fell Curs of bloody kind 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life: 

Sirs drag them from the pit vnto theprifon, 

There let them bide vntill wehaue deuis’d 
Some neuer heard-of tottering paine for them. 

Tamo. What are they in this pit. 

Oh wondrous thing! 

How cafily murder is difeouered ? 

Tit. HighEtnperour, vpon my feeble knee, 

Ibcg this boone,with teares, not lightly (hcd s 
That this fell fault of my accurfed Sonnes, 

Accurfedjif the faults be prou’d in them. 

King. If it beprou’d ? you fee it is apparant, 


W ho found this Letter, Tamora was it you ? 

Tamora. Andronicus himfclfe did take it vp. 

Tit. I did my Lord, 

Yet letimebe their bade. 

For by ray Fathers reuerent Tombe I vow 
They (hall be ready at yout Highncs will, 

To anfwere their fufpition with their liues. 

Kmg. Thou (halt not baile them, fee thou follow me: 
Some bring the murthered body .force the murtkerers. 

Let them not fpeake a word,the guilt is plaine. 

For by my fou!e,wcre there worfe end then death. 

That end vpon them Ihould be executed. 

Tamo. Andronictu I will entreat the King, 

Feare not thy Sonnes,they fhall do well enough. 

Tit. Come Lucius come. 

Stay not to talke with them. Exeunt. 

Enter the Empreffe Sonnes .with Lauinia,her hands cut off and 
her tenguecut out.andraurfht. 

Eerne. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake. 
Who t’was that cut thy tongue and rauifht thee. 

Chi. Write downe thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo. 
And if thy ftumpes will let thee play the Scribe. 

Dem. See how with fignes and tokens fhe can fcowle. 
Chi. Goe home, 

Call for fweet water,wafli thy hands. 

Dem, She hath no tongue r.t> call,nor hands to wadi. 
And fo let’s leauc her to her filcnt walkes. 

Chi. And t’were my caufe.I (hoiild goe hang my felfe. 
’Dem. If thou had’ft hands to helpc thee knit the cord. 

Exeunt. 

fVtnde Hornes. 

Enter Marcus from hunting.to Lauinia. 

Who is this.my Nccce that flies away fo faft ? 

Cofcn a word,where is your husband ? 

If I do dreame .would ail my wealth would wake me j 
If I doe wake,fome Planet ftrike me downe. 

That I may (lumber in eteinall fleepe. 

Spcake gentleNeece,what fleine vi gentle hand* 

Hath lopt, and hew’d,and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches,thofe fweet Ornaments 
Whole circkling fhadowes,Kings haue fought to deep in 
And might not gaine fo gtcat a happines 
As halfethy Loue : Why dooft net fpeake tome.’ 

Alas.a Ciimfon riuer of warmc blood. 

Like to a bubling fountainc flit’d with windc. 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Roled lips, 

Comming and going with thy hony breath. 

But furc fome Teresa hath defloured thee. 

And lead thou fliould’ft deteift them,cut thy tongue. 

Ah,now thou turn’d away thy face for ifliamc; 

And notwitftanding all this lofle of blood, 

A* from a Conduit with their ifluing Spouts, 

Yet doethy cheekes looke red as Titans face, 

Blufhing to be encountred with a Cloud, 

Shall I fpeake for thee ? fhall I fly ’tis fo i 
Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the beaft 
That I might raile at him to eafe my mind. 

Sorrow concealed,like an Ouen ftopt. 

Doth burne the hart to Cinders where it is. 

Faire Thilomela (he but loft her tongue. 

And in a tedious Sampler fowed her minde. 

But louely Neece,that meane is cut from thee, 

A craftier Teresa haft thou met,withaH 

And he hath cut thofc pretty fingers off, . 

dd i That f 
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